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T he Tragedy of Othello 

Thou hadd bln better hauc been borne a dog, 

Then anfwere my wak’J wrath, 
lag. Ift come to this? 

Ot. Make me to fcc*£,or at the lead fo proue it, 

That the probation, beare no hinge, nor loops. 

To hang a doubt on : or woe vp on thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doed dander her, and torture me, 

Neuer pray more, abandon all reruorce : 

On horrors head,horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds, to make heauen w.ecps,all earth amaz’d, 

For nothing cand thou to damnation adde.greatef then that. 

lag. O grace,0 heauen defend me, 

Are you a marnhaue you a foulc orfence ? 

God buy you, take my office,—0 wretched foole, 

Thac liuelt to make thine honedy a vice ; 

0 mondrous world,take note, take note O world. 

To be diredt and honed,ia not fafe, 

1 thanks you for this profit.and from hence, 

He loue no friend Lines loue breeds fuch offence. 

Oth , Nay day , thou thouldft be honed 
lag. I fliould be wife, for honedie’s a foole. 

And loofes that it workes for, 

Oth. By the world, 

I tbinke my wife be honeft,andtbinke (he is not, 

J thioke that thou art iud,and thinke thou art norj 
lie haue Tome proofe : her name that was as frelh 
As ‘Dims vifagc,is now begrimd,and blacke 
As mine owne face s If t here be cords,or kniues, 

Povfon,or firc,or fuffocating dreames, 

He not endure it : would 1 were (atifmd. 

lag. I fee fir, you are eaten vp with palfion, 

I doe repent me that I put it to you 5 
You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would, nay, I will. 

lag. And may,buchow,how fatisfied my Lord? 

Would you, the fuperuifion groffely gape on. 

Behold her tope ? 
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Oth. Death an J damnation —oh. 
lag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpedt. dam em then. 

If euer mortall eyes did fee them boulder 
More then their owne j what then, how then ? 

What fihaill fay ? when.’jfatisfa<5Uon ? 

It is impoffible you Ihould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkics* 

As fait as Wolues in pride,and fooles as groffe 
As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay. 

If imputation and drong circumftances, 

Which leade direftly to the doore of truth, 

W ill gius you fatisfaflion,you may ha’c. 

Ot. Giue me a liuing reafon,thac (he’s difloyall. 
lag. I doe not like the office. 

But fith I am entet’d into this caufe fo farre, 

Prickt to’c by foolilh honedy and loue, 

J will goeon : I lay with Cafsie lately. 

And being troubled with a raging tooth,I could not fleepe, 
There arc a kind of men fo loofe of foule. 

That in their fleepes will mutter their affaires. 

One of this kind is Cafsto : 

In fleepe I heard him fay. Sweet Defdtmonai 
Let vs be warydet vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir would he gripe and wring my hand,. 

Cry out,fweet creature,and then kiffe me" hard. 

As ifhe pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips.then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh.and figh’J,andkiflfedand then 
Criedjcurfed fate, that gaue thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O mondrous/nondrous. 
lag. Nay,this was bu: his dreame. 

Oth. But this denoted a fore- gonconclafion 
Tis a flirewd doubt tho it be but a dreame, 

ThLAot dtufokiLTciktinly” thicke " o^crproof«, 

Oth. Ileteaieheralltopccces. 

ut be wife, yet we fee nothing done,'. 
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